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[Born, 1673.    Died, 1718.]

HOWE was entered of the Middle Temple at
sixteen, but, forsaking the law, commenced his
dramatic career at the age of twenty-five. On

the accession of George I. he was made poet
laureate and land-surveyor of the customs in the
port of London.

FROM  "THE  FAIR  PENITENT."

ACT II. SCENE I.

Lucilla conjuring Calista, to conquer her passion for
Lothario.

Cat. BE dumb for ever, silent as the grave,
Nor let thy fond officious love disturb
My solemn sadness with the sound of joy !
If thou wilt soothe me, tell me some dismal tale
Of pining discontent and black despair ;
For, oh! I've gone around through all my thoughts,
But all are indignation, loll, or shame,
And my dear peace of mind is lost for ever !

Luc. Why do you follow still that wandering fire,
That has misled your weary steps, and leaves you
Benighted in a wilderness of woe,
That false Lothario ? Turn from the deceiver ;
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont,
Kind as the softest virgin of our sex.
And faithful as the simple village swain,
That never knew the courtly vice of changing,
Sighs at your feet, and woos you to be happy.

CaL Away ! I think not of him.    My sad soul
Has formed a dismal melancholy scene,
Such a retreat as I would wish to find ;
An unfrequented vale, o'ergrown with trees,
Mossy and old, within whose lonesome shade
Ravens, and birds ill-omen'd, only dwell :
No sound to break the silence, but a brook
That, bubbling, winds among the weeds : no mark
Of any human shape that had been there,
Unless a skeleton of some poor wretch,
Who had long since, like me, by love undone,   -
Sought that sad place out to despair and die in !

Luc. Alas, for pity !

CaL There I fain would hide me
From thelbasexvorld,from malice, and from shame;
For 'tis the solemn counsel of my soul
Never to live with public loss of honour :
'Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the insolence
Of each affected she that tells my story,
And blesses her good stars that she is virtuous.
To be a tale for "fools ! scorn'd by the women,
And pitied "by the men 1   Oh, insupportable !

Luc. Can you perceive the manifest destruction,
The gaping gulf that opens just before you,
And yet rush on, though conscious of the danger ?

Oh, hear me, hear your ever faithful creature ;

By all the good I wish, by all the ill

My trembling heart forebodes, let me intreat you

Never to see this faithless man again :

Let me forbfl his coming.

CaL On thy life

I charge thee no : my genius drives me on ;
I must, I will behold him once again ;
Perhaps it is the crisis of my fate,
And this one interview shall end my cares.
My labouring heart, that swells with indignation,
Heaves to discharge the burden ; that once done,
The busy thing shall rest within its "cell,"
And never beat again.

ACT V. SCENE I

Sciolto, the father of Calista, finds her watching the dead
body of Lothario by lamp-light, in a room hung round
with black.

Sci* THIS dead of night, this silent hour of

darkness,

Nature for rest ordain'd, and soft repose ;
And yet distraction, and tumultuous jars,
Keep all our frighted citizens awake :
The senate, weak, divided, and irresolute,
Want power to succour the afflicted state.
Vainly in words and long debates they're wise,
While the fierce factions scorn their peaceful orders,
And drown the voice of law in noise and anarchy.
Amidst the general wreck, see where she stands,
\_Pointmgto CALISTA,.

Like Helen in the night when Troy was sack'd,
Spectatress of the mischief which she made.

CaL It is Sciolto ! Be thyself, my soul;
Be strong to bear his fatal indignation,
That he may see thou art not lost so far,
But somewhat still of his great spirit lives
In the forlorn Calista.

Sci. Thou vvert once
My daughter.

CaL Happy were it had I died,
And never lost that name!
.   Sei. That's something j&k;
Thou wert the very darling of my age :